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Sean likes to make noise when they fuck. It's nothing that Tom really ever thinks about, honestly. Sean makes 
noise no matter what he's doing, whether it's washing dishes, working on something, reading, or even laying 


around. 


Its a part of Sean and living with him has only heightened that. So when Sean crawls into his lap in the back of 


the van one night, Tom finds himself staring with some sort of apprehension 
Around them, the others snore; the lights of the rest stop making them appear like ghosts. 


So Tom doesn't know why he does it. But he slips his hand up and covers Sean's mouth with it. There's a 


smear of something over one of his fingers that becomes a shadow in the hazy orange light. Sean's eyes 


widen, mouth parting beneath Tom's hand as Harrison snorts in his sleep. 


They have to be quiet. Tom knows this better than anything, because Ryan is a cranky bastard when he's 


woken up. 


But it doesn't stop the sharp, heady thrill that shoots through him at the sight of his hand over Sean's 
mouth. Sean smells like dried sweat and the faint hint of laundry detergent from the laundromat they'd hit up 


a week ago. Tom leans and removes his hand to kiss Sean 


Sean tastes like everything and nothing; his tongue sliding against Tom's as he grinds their hips together. It's 
fucking intoxicating, kissing him in the dim light of the streetlamp, feeling his warm body shifting. Sean's arms 
wind around him and hold on tight, like Tom's going to push him away. 


Tom bites at his bottom lip, groping for the button of Sean's fly. He pulls back, feeling his wet lips go 


shockingly cold in the cool air of the van. He makes sure Sean is watching him as he unzips Sean's pants. 


The sound is overwhelming in the relative quiet of the van, but Sean's soft inhalation is the only sound he 


makes. 


Tom's stomach is rolling as he slides a hand inside Sean's pants, curling his hand around Sean's dick. Sean's eyes 


close and Tom feels him begin to rock into Tom's hand. 


In the seats ahead of them, the others snore, Max shifting in his sleep and Tom prays that they don't wake 
up. The thrill of sneaking around, of one of their band mates waking up and catching them darts through Tom. 
He jerks Sean off quickly and quietly, listening to the stuttering breaths that Sean takes. 


He's close, Tom thinks, fitting his mouth against Sean's, swallowing his shallow breaths and the half-noises he 
attempts to make in the back of his throat. 


Sean comes with a strangled exhale, shuddering and leaning against Tom. He rests his head on Tom's shoulder 
for a moment as Tom grimaces, wiping his hand on a discarded shirt. Sean sits up, watching Tom before giving 


him a wide grin, leaning forward to kiss Tom like they're dying tomorrow. 


Tom fucking loves rest stops. 


